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limer usually likes nothing better than to get his 

teeth into a great big juicy burger, but he is none 
too pleased when the vege-tables are turned in an 
exciting story entitled Hellish Relish! 

But firstly, in this slime-packed edition of THE 
REAL GHOSTBUSTERS, Our spook-trapping gang are 
visited by some worried weirdos who are vanishing 
off the face of the earth quicker than you can say 
“This ghost is history” in The Mysterious Sarong Of 
Arnold B. Clark! 

There’s. more mayhem afoot for The Real 
Ghostbusters in the fourth instalment of the 
terrifying tale, The Devil And The Deep Blue Sea! 
Then, if your appetite for horror has been whetted 
by all that, there are all the other regular spooky 
treats for you to get your fangs into. So, get stuck in! 
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WE'VE BEEN HERE THREE 
HOURS AND THERE'S NOT } 
A SIGN OF ANY SEA SER- 
PENT. IT MUST HAVE 
BEEN AHOAX! 


YUP, RAY, NOT A SH/NGLE 
THING. SHORE LOOKS LIKE THE 
COAST \S CLEAR. LET'S WAVE 
THIS PLACE BYE-BYE. 


PETER, YOUR oo DON'T 
SHOOT! IL 
ONLY 


"| |CAME HERE 
GONEIN, IT'S Ff TO ASK 


GONNA RAIN, | FOR YOUR 
|IveGottae f HE- 
ON MY BOOTS 


ARGL ARGL 
ARGLS 


LOOK AT IT 
THIS WAY - 
IT CAN'T 
| GET ANY 
> WORSE. 
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ROUTE GEER, TWO MILES TRY THE IT'S NO GooP, | 
FROM THE DEvi's Lume \\ STARTER AGAIN, EGOV. ¥ 
WYOMING... WINSTON. yp <a 


| 
ECTO-/ TUST 
WON'T START. Z= 


NEVER MING 
THIS MUST BE 
THE TOW TRUCK. f, 


LOOK, SORRY 
ABOUT THIS, 


WE COME 
WN PEACE 


SOON, AT HQ... 


I WONDER IF 
YOU COULD 
HELP ME. 


Voy SOMETHING REALLY WEIR? 
as HAPPENED To US TODAY 
-Wtld ? 


SURE, SiR, LOOKS TO ME LIKE A SO WE COULD BE 
THIS WAY. MAN IN BLACK, THE IN SERIOUS 
> — y MYSTERIOUS FIGURES! | TROUBLE HERE, 
| WHO ARE RUMOURED RIGHT 7? 
1 TOAPPEAR To WIT- ; 
NESSES OF THE 
SUPERNATURAL, 
THREATENING 
THEM NOT To 
SPEAK OF WHAT 
THEY VE SEEN. 


THE PROBLEM IS ARNOLP B. CLARK.IN HIS 
LIFETIME HE WAS THE FOREMOST INVEST- 
IGATOR OF THE PARANORMAL, NOTABLE 
BECAUSE HE VID NOT BELIEVE IN 

ANY OF IT 


ALIVE, HE COULD 
DO THE SUPERNATURAL WO 
HARM. SINCE HE HAS PAssep | 
ON, IT IS THE FORCE OF HIS 
CISBELIEF THAT CONTINUES 
TO HAUNT THE WORLO! 


HIS DISBELIEF CREATES A 
NEGATIVE ENERGY FLOW 
WHICH VAPOURISES 
WHATEVER HE CHOOSES 
NOT TO BELIEVE IN. 
LET ME SHOW You 
WHAT I MEAN. 


MEN IN BLACK? 
WHAT A LOAD 
OF RUBBISH! 


WE HAVE To SToP RIGHT, OR BEFORE 
THAT FLOATING 


mol HE DECIDES OT 
SARONG BEFORE 5 \ TO BELIEVE IN 
HE PUTS US SLIMERS/ 
OUT OF ina 


BUSINESS/ 


NOW OVER TO ARNOLO B CLARK'S 
MYSTERIOUS REALM. THIS WEEK: 
MEN (IN BLACK - FACT OR 
FICTION 


SOON, ON THE ID YLLiC 
BEACH OF LENTISLANO... 


HOW ON EARTH 

ARE WE GOING 

TO BUST THIS 
THING 7 


f IT HAVE 
A CUNNING 


DENCE LONG AND HARD. AND 
THE EVIDENCE /$- THERE IS NO 
EVICENCE TO SUPPORT THE 

EVIDENCE.NOW WHERE'S ME CHEQUE? 


THIS WEEK, WE LOOK AT THE MYSTER- EXCUSE me, \\ THE UNIVERSE IS A STRANGE 
10U$ SARONG OF ARNOLD 8. CLARK, \ MYSTERIOUS AND MARVELOUS PLACE, 
FREE-FLOATING, PHANTASMAL ETHNIC , DISEMBODIED AND IL LIKE TO KEEP AN 
GARMENT OR FIGMENT OF POPULAR SARONG, DO YOU OPEN MIND ABOUT THE 
IMAGINATION 7 L’'VE COME TO LENT BELIEVE IN THE POSSIBILITIES. 

(SCAN TO FIND OUT. EXISTENCE OF 

; ARNOLD B CLARK’S 

PHANTOM BEACH 


BUT DOES "NO! IT'S 
THE GHOST ABSOLUTE 


WELL, THERE YOU HAVE IT. NEXT WEEK- EGON AND FINALLY FOR 
IF YOU WANT TO GET ON SPENGLER: |S HE ALL YOU 7TELE- 
IN THIS BUSINESS, YOU JUST A RECORDINGZ A PATHS, THIS IS 
HAVE TO BELIEVE IN PETE 
YOURSELF. _ VENKMAN 
SAYING... 


Arnold B. Clark: A Life In A 
Mysterious World 

The paranormalogical world 
was saddened this week by 
the disappearance of science 
fiction writer and _ self- 
proclaimed Master of the 
Mysterious, Arnold Banner- 
staff Clark. Though his work 
will never challenge that of 
Vondahuck or Tobin for 


authoratative brilliance, most 


would agree that Arnold did 
more than anyone to popula- 
rise the more mysterious 
aspects of our world. His 
book Arnold 8B. Clark’s 
Mysterious Chronicle Of The 
Strange And Mysterious was 
a bestseller in ten countries, 
and a vital part of life here at 
Ghostbusters’ HQ. Without it, 
we'd never have stopped the 
kitchen table wobbling. 

In a long career that spanned 
books, television and the 
river Humber, Arnold tackled 
almost every type of para- 
normal mystery in his own 
inimitable sarong. He studied 
the Elliott Ness Monster, the 
Unbombable Snowman, the 
Bermuda Shorts, the Exmoor 
Tabby, Spontaneous Human 
Applause, Stonehinge and 
the Lost Continent of Shep- 
pey and he didn’t believe in 
any of them. 

No one pooh-poohed more 
‘than Arnold, but the public 
loved his style, his delivery 
and his sarong. He was a 


mystery in himself. Those 
who knew him well would 
often arrange to be on 
holiday when he was due to 
visit, and indeed Vondahuck 
actually hid under his bed for 
three hours and pretended to 
be out when Arnold came to 
see him in 1946. These facts 
alone led to the publication 


of his first bestseller The 


Marie Celeste Syndrome 
Among My Friends and its 
equally popular follow up 
Paranoid, Me? Arnold had 
an uncanny knack for prob- 
ing to the root of a mystery 
and then ignoring it comple- 
tely. The haunting of Barely 
Rectory he explained away 
with the verdict ’... a bit of 
draught proofing round the 


* 


doors will stop that rattling 
...; the desert drawings of 
Tezco were made in_ his 
opinion ‘... by a herd of 
goats looking for scrub ...’; 
and Harry Whodidhe was in 
Arnold's view ‘... actually a 
double act of twin brothers 
... His TV show won him 
fans around the world, fans 
who tuned in every week to 
hear him say things like ‘... 
I'm standing in one of the 
most colourful mysteries of 
our time ... ancient, dusty 
and mildewed with age, in 
fact few people would 
believe it was a sensible thing 


to wear at all. | think the best 


way to explain it is to crouch 
around here on the beach 
and flatly refuse to believe in- 
anything...’ 

Arnold will be sadly missed, 
just as he was sadly missed on 
each of the occasions people 
tried to get him to shut up by 
shooting at him. It is worth 
reflecting, however, that 
when he eventually goes over 
to the Supercosmic plain, he’s 
not going to believe his eyes. 
Gozer the Gozerian, himself 
described by Arnold as ‘diffi- 
cult to swallow’, said of 
Arnold ‘there was just no 
getting through to the man. | 
started to have trouble 
believing in myself.’ A retros- 
pective of Arnold's most 
important sarongs will go on 
display at the ICA this week. 


f, 
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_are these amazing Glow-in-the-Dark Sticker Kits. There are 4 in all. 
Collect the 12 Kosmic Kreatures and create many more by swapping the legs, arms etc 
of the four main characters, Triton, Gecco, Inflama and Ferris Man. 
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DRAGA WEB MAN TRICLOPS GECCO FERRIGMAN INFLAMA TRITON BLUEBO LUGHEAD GROWLER SPIKEBACK 
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The Real Ghostbusters find themselves in a strange dimension where food 
lives and Slimer is — lunch? 


erhaps Peter Venkman should never 

have woken up that morning after all, 
even if the alarm clock was loud enough to 
wake the dead. (A bad choice of alarm 
clock perhaps to be used in The Real 
Ghostbusters’ HQ!). As The Real Ghostbus- 
ter fell out of bed and stared in confusion 
at the clock, he wondered why it had gone 
off so early. What on earth was he doing 
awake at seven o'clock in the morning? 
Then he remembered that it was his turn 
to check Egon’s monitoring equipment in 
the basement and that if he didn’t do it, 
Egon would probably wrap him around 
the firepole with his bare hands. Peter had 
neglected to check the equipment the day 
before and Egon’s readings — which he’d 
been carefully checking every day for over 
six weeks — were now ‘hopelessly out of 
sychronisation with the required statistical 
input and assessment curves’, whatever 
that meant. 


Sighing, Peter got up, brushed his teeth, 
dressed and staggered down to the 
kitchen. Bleary eyed, he stumbled to the 
fridge and was quickly shocked into ‘total 
awake mode’ when his hand gripped, not 
just the fridge door handle — but also a 
large quantity of green, gooey slime. 

“SLIMER!” shouted Peter, as he opened the 
door, only to find the fridge stripped bare 
of anything even remotely resembling 
food. Even the ice maker was empty. Peter 
was furious. Suddenly he noticed some- 
thing on the floor, and began to follow the 
trail of anchovies, cherry jam, bread, bacon, 
broken eggs, squeezed tubes of cheese 
paste, three empty milk cartons and a 
crushed yoghurt pot, until he found 
himself in the basement of The Real 
Ghostbusters Headquarters, where he disc- 
overed Slimer. Smiling in his sleep, the 


ghost had found a comfortable spot to 


snooze after his feast — on top of Egon’s 
monitoring equipment. 

The green ghost was surrounded by empty 
food boxes and drink cans. As Peter 
stormed towards him, Slimer burped and 
then started to snore, contentedly. “You're 


11 


in trouble now,” shouted Peter. “Not only 
have you eaten all my food, but you’re 
messing up Egon’s equipment too. You'll 
be lucky if you see the end of the day!” 
With that, he went for Slimer, but slipped 
on a drinks can, did a double somersault 
and fell against the wires connecting the 
monitors to the Ecto-Containment Unit. 
There was an ominous crackle of purple 
energy, which spread its way from the Unit 
to the monitors and the sleeping Slimer. 
“Uh oh,” muttered Peter. “Slimer, look 
out!” 
It was too late. The purple energy paused 
only for a second before passing straight 
into Slimer with what sounded like not just 
a crackle but an evil laugh. As if purple 
energy things had the ability to laugh 
anyway. As Peter thought about this, 
Slimer’s eyes suddenly snapped open. “Oh 
nooooe!” squealed the ghost, then his eyes 
shut again and he dropped back into heavy 
sleep. Then his arm began to rise and an 
extremely gooey finger pointed at Peter. 

“| think I'm in serious trouble —’ began 
Peter, before he vanished in an all- 
enveloping purple light. There was a 
chuckle, then strands of the same weird 
energy started to work their way up the 
basement stairs. They paused at the 
reception desk but it was too early for 
Janine to be around, and Ray hadn't even 
started working on ECTO-1. The energy 
gave a sigh then began to stream up the 
firepole, crackling and buzzing its way past 
Winston's chair near the TV in the lounge 
and up into the bedroom. “Got you!” came 
an eerie voice and with that the light 
oozed over the three sleeping Ghostbus- 
ters — Egon, Ray and Winston. Then they all 
vanished too. 

“Guys! Wake up!” shouted Peter, pulling 
at Egon as a sausage with wings flew past 
his nose. ‘“You've got to help me!” 

Egon’s eyes snapped awake at the smell of 
bacon and eggs frying somewhere nearby. 
“Hmm. Cured Danish bacon with two free 
range eggs, easy on the mustard,” he 
intoned. “What seems to be the problem, 
Peter?” 


j 


“See for yourself, guys,” Peter replied as 
the other Ghostbusters woke up and 
looked around. 

They were not in the HQ, that was obvious. 
All around them, as far as they could see, 
was a huge landscape that appeared to be 
made out of marzipan and icing, with trees 
of growing yoghurt and drink cans. At a 
pond that looked like it was made of milk, 
a small family of beefburgers seemed to be 
guzzling the liquid through crazy straws. In 
the sky, a bread and butter fly flapped 
frantically towards its nest in a tree that 
looked like a strangely shaped cucumber. A 
few more sausages dive-bombed The Real 
Ghostbusters as they stared at the things 
around them. Smells of cooking drifted 
across the air and from somewhere nearby, 
Ray felt sure he could hear the familiar 
snup, crockle and pip of a well-known 
brand of breakfast cereal. 

“Hey, Slimer wouldn't have anything to do 
with this, would he?” asked Ray, as a 
hedgehog creature with cocktail sticks for 
spines ambled by. Peter told his friends 
what had happened and Egon frowned, 
then scratched his chin. “Definitely a 
subconscious manifestation of paranormal 
forces,” he announced. “This is really 
fascinating! You realise, of course, Peter, 
that if we could harness these forces, we 
could —” 

“Never mind the harness,” snapped Peter. 
“Where's the horse that will get us out of 
this place?” 

“We must find Slimer,” Egon replied. “I 
believe that he’s responsible for this place, 
a sort of dream world that’s come to life.” 
“That figures,” Winston butted in. “Only 
Slimer could think of a place like this!” 
With that they began to search. Suddenly, 
just as a herd of chocolate biscuits on legs 
began to thunder across a plain of what 
looked like burnt toast, the Ghostbusters 
heard a terrible squealing sound from just 
beyond the next outcrop of candy. rock. 


“Slimer,” muttered Peter. “Sounds like he’s 


in trouble,” Ray replied, and he was right. 


Slimer had found himself in a food. 


paradise and had quite naturally started 
trying to eat himself silly. But it wasn't easy. 
A candy bar he’d picked up had sprouted 


legs and run away. Three double burgers 
with fries to go had gone, as fast as they 
could, when Slimer had tried to grab them. 
As he chased them across a field of young 
barley sugars, a sudden shadow had 
covered the land and the ghost looked up. 
His green skin went a shade of light yellow 
as above him, he saw the _ biggest 
hamburger bun he’d seen in his life, 
standing over him and frowning. ‘Trying 
to eat the citizens, hmmm,” said the 
burger, grabbing at Slimer. “We can’t have 
that sort of thing happening you know!” 
At that point, Slimer started screaming. 
“No eatee anythingee ever again!” he 
shouted. “Sorreeeee!”’ 


~ “I'm glad to hear it,” said Peter. “Now get 
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us out of here!” “This is a dream,” said 
Egon. “Your dream, Slimer.” 

“Nightmarey, yoobe mean!” snorted 
Slimer, as the ghost dodged the burger 
once again. 

“Slimer, think of the Proton Guns,” 
shouted Winston. ‘Think of us in uniform 
and ready to blast an evil ghost.” 

“Just do it quickly,” added Ray. “I think 
that herd of chocolate biscuits is heading 
this way!” 

Suddenly, the Proton Guns shimmered into 
the Ghostbusters’ hands. “All right!” 
shouted Peter. The burger gave a wail of 
dismay and started to back away. “I'll do 
anything,” it muttered. “Free Trivia Quiz 
games! Regular fries for eternity! Choco- 
late milkshakes ad infinitum! Don’t bust 
me again!” 

“No deal, pal,” Peter replied and they fired 
their Guns. Almost before they knew it, the 
strange dreamscape vanished and the four 
Ghostbusters, and Slimer, were back in the 
HQ basement. A small crackle of purple 
energy scurried back along the monitor 
wires into the Ecto-Containment Unit and 
Egon quickly pulled them away from the 
storage vessel. “That's that,” he sighed. 
“Gooodeee,” squeaked Slimer. “Breakfas- 
teee now, pals?” 


THE REAL GHOSTBUSTERS 


HOCUS POTION 


Spooks and demons come in 
many an odd shape and size. 
But none stranger than those 
that have no form of their 
own, but are hell-bent on 
changing the appearance of 
the unsuspecting mortals they 
choose to possess. Take the 
example of McBeth’s fine old 
occult brew — a feisty little 
number with not much body, 
but a rather ferocious bite. This 
bottle of hocus potion had the 
appearance of an innocent- 
enough, thirst-quenching 
soda, but lurking within was a 


devilish brew that, when 
swallowed, had the strangest 
effect on the metabolism. The 
demon bottle bounced all over 
the city, preying on the weak 
and thirsty. One gulp of the 
brew was enough to 
transform the average mortal 
into a growling ogre. Luckily, it 
wasn’t too long before the 
potion bounced in front of one 
Ray Stantz, who did what 
every litter-conscious member 
of society should do, and 
trashed the bottle. Simple but 
effective. 


Part Four: The Real Ghost- 
busters have been thrown 
into a spooky parallel 


world by the evil Counter 
Clock Criminals. But who is: 
this new green | slimy 
monster? 


“BUT NO SOONER HAS WINSTON TURNED? UP BACK 7 
IN THE FIREHOUSE THAN HE FIN@S THAT A HUGE, SLIMERL LOOK 
SLIMEY BEM, (aka. BUG-EYED MONSTER) HAS | AT THAT Meee % 
INEXPLICABLY TURNED UP AS WELL. BUT Bee fe DE BAC 
WINSTON HAS ALREADY FACED POWN HIS BREE CESAR 
QUOTA OF MONSTERS FOR THE DAY...» ee i 


THE GHOSTBUSTERS ARE 
ALL OUT RIGHT NOW, SO IF YOu 
COULP LEAVE A MESSAGE ANP 

CALL BACK LATER... 


ver MUCH 
LATER-.- 


f YOu REALLY WANT 
NOOQOOCONO- ait ; TO TRY TO TELL OUR 
NONONONOLLL GUEST TO CLEAN 


“ARE YOU TROUBLED BY STRANGE 
NOISES IN THE NIGHTZ DO YOU EXPERI- 
ENCE FEELINGS OF DREAD IN YOUR BASE- 
MENT OR ATTICZ HAVE YOU OR 

YOUR FAMILY ACTUALLY SEEN 

ri A SPOOK, SPECTRE OR 
=\ GHOST? IF THE ANSWER IS 
YES, THEN DON’T WAIT 
ANOTHER MINUTE, JUST 
PICK UP THE PHONE 
AND CALL THE 
PROFESSIONALS 


ore 


“41 GHOST-— 
BUSTERS!” THAT'S 
OUR COMMERCIAL! YOU'RE 
HUMAN, OR AT LEAST YOU TALK Hu- 
MAN... WHAT I MEAN IS, WE MEET ALL ] 
KINDS IN OUR LINE OF WORK, BUT 
THEY USUALLY DON’T MEMO- 
RIZE OUR ADS 


I TRUSTED IT 
WOULD BE A MORE AC- 
CEPTABLE INTRODUCTION 
THAN KLATTAU BARRADA 
NIKTO, BUT ARE You i uP OFF THE FLOOR 
REALLY REAPY TO AREN'T OURS. ¥Y 
BELIEVE MEZ HOW---7 


WHAT YOU'RE 
SELLING- 


NO, I’M AFRAID 
THAT THEY'RE MINE, 
AND THEY'RE WHAT SENT 
YOU AND YOUR FRIENDS 

OUT OF THIS WORLD- 


WHAT KIND ANYTHING IS POSSIBLE COMING FROM 
OF THING THE CREATURE THAT INVENTED OUR TIME/ 
DID BUG-FACE SPACE BELTS ANP DIMENSIONAL FLUX PRO- 
COME UP JECTORS- NOT EVEN THE MAN WHO IN- 
q WITH VENTED THE SUPER-SUBMARINE COULD DE- 
THE SLUG'S : — CIPHER THIS, BUT WE HAVE OTHER 
PLANS ARE REALLY — oe PLANS FOR HIM UP THE LINE- 
OUT OF THIS _ WORLD, : . | - 
BUT CAN WE REALLY ; : | 
USE THEMZ 


gs es 
ey 


e as Oe. 


* WEAPONS OF 

VAST POWER AND 
DESTRUCTION CAN AL- 
WAYS BE TRANSLATED 
INTO HUMAN TERMS, AF- 
TER ALL, WE ONLY 

STEAL FROM THE 

BEST. 


THEN THESE 
PLANS ARE SOMETHING 
_ WY j WE CAN USE HERE? 


DO HERE THAT 


THESE PLANS 
WILL HELP US 


THEY SHOW 
SHOW YOU HOW ME HOW TO 
BUILD WHAT 


wi) 


THESE MAY BE THE 
ANTEDELUVIAN 1980s, 
BUT IF CIVILIZATION 


: We Ju 
CRASHED HERE AND HALTED 


LACK THE POWER 
. SOURCE, THAT'S WHERE 
ITS MOMENTUM TO REBUILD, NEMO COMES IN- I’M 
NO ONE WOULD HAVE A CLUE ] SURE HE'S UNHAPPY 
HOW TO DEAL WITH US HERE IN THE 
IN THE 26TH CENTURY. GHOST-TRAF- 


OF COURSE! 

IT WAS NEVER 
FOUND, AND IN OUR 
TIME THE POWER 
SOURCE WOULD 
HAVE DETERIO- 
RATED BY THEN- 


ANP ALL WE HAVE 
TO_DO |IS GET THE 
GOOP CAPTAIN 
TO TELL Us 

WHERE IT 


+ 


ee ee 


WA PARALLEL ff - 
WORLD WHERE f 
PETER HAP 


TO BELIEVE HE 
WAS ST/LL 
PREAM/NG--- 


"BCHOOL’S OUT, 
NO BUMMERS. SCHOOL’S 
OUT SO NEATLY...” I NEVER 
COULD REMEMBER THE 
WORPS TO THAT SONG. WHAT 
DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKEZ 
THIS IS JUST A DREAM ANY- 
WAY. WHEN I WAKE UP T’LL 
JUST LISTEN TO THE 
RECOR 


o 


PETER, THIS IS 


S 


HORROR EXPRESS 
THIS IS SL'G, AND 
HE'S COME TO HELP 
US CATCH THE 
GOONS WHO 
PULLED THIS 


We 
HEY, HOW DID 
YOU GET HERE? TL 
WAS WISHING FOR 
THAT JAZZERCISE 
COACH ON TV, AND THIS 
WHATSIS WITH YOU IS 
DEFINITELY NOT HER! ECCH, 
VID IT EVER MESS UP! 


BUT FIRS 
WE'VE GOT TO 
GET YOU AND THE 
OTHER GUYS j 

BACK TO 
EARTH, 


THEN THIS ISN’T A DREAM? 
I REALLY OID GET CHASED BY 
A HERD OF DROOLING WERE- 
WOLVES? AND IF THIS PROTON 
PACK HADN’T APPEARED 
IN MY HAN@S FROM OUT 
OF NOWHERE --, 


YOU SHOULD 
COMPLAIN! AT LEAST 
YOU HAD A PROTON PACK, 
I HAD TO FACE DOWN A 
PACK OF PUG-UGLY SPE- 
CIAL EFFECTS WITH 
NOTHING TO COP BUT 

AN ATTITUDE! 


SO WHAT, OR 
WHO, IS THAT 
WITH YOU 
AGAIN 


TRAIL ON THE 
GROUNP, IS HE 
ALLERGIC TO 
SALT, TOO? EESH! 
HE AND SLIMER 
HAVE A LOT IN 

_ COMMON. 


EANWHILE, THE 


I EXPECT THAT CiAP- 
mane oe CLOCK 


TAIN NEMO WILL PROVE 
1S PREPARING | COOPERATIVE ONCE WE 
OMMUNICATE | EXPLAIN THAT WE NEED 

, THE POWER OF THE NAU- 
? TILUS TO FREE HIM--- 


iT WASN'T 
" HARD ADAPTING 
5 A UNIVERSAL 
: TRANSLATOR TO THIS, I'M 
 7#AND THERE'S ACTUALLY CURIOUS WHAT 
NO WAY HE COULD THE FOOR IMPRISONED 
KNOW ANY PIFFERENT- / CAPTAIN HAS To SAY. 
HELLO-- I’M WORK- You SURE WHAT'S HAPPENING? HOW DID I 
ING MY WAY THROUGH 7 YOU'RE TUNED CREATE THIS THINGZ THIS THING 
COLLEGE SELLIN IN TO THE KEPT TRYING TO EAT ME UNTIL IT 
THESE FINE RIGHT CHAN- FIGURED OUT THAT YOU CAN‘T 
MAGAZINES... NELZ EAT A GHOST!) NOW IT'S TRYING 
‘ i= A CAPE TO SELL ME MAGAZINES! 


UND 


OF COURSE T 
[WANT OUT! ARE 
YOU THE ONES 

g WHO DID THISZ 
| ALL I WANTED 

WAS THE 
THRICE-CURSED 
BISTRO TO.,-- 


WE’‘RE NOT THE ONES ; : _ : 

WHO TRAPPEP You, BUT : I HAVEN'T SEEN IT IN YEARS! 
WE DO KNOW A WAY TO - 

FREE YOU--BUT WE : 


DON’T 
NEED YOUR HELP. 


NEED IT TO GO 20,000 LEAGUES 
UNDER THE SEA NOW, IF YOU TAKE 
mn 2 | | MY MEANING TZ DO KINDA’ MISS IT 
_ i LEFT IT IN A SECRET CAVE ON THE 
: CALIFORNIA COAST. Ti you 
” THE LATITUDE AND LONGITUDE-—— | 
ANYTHING! ey e ANYTHING TO SHUT UP THIS SHARKS 
Py} SHARK-THING UNTIL ! INSISTENT PRATTLING! 
| I'M FREED! 
I'M GLAD You'LL : 
ASSIST US, BECAUSE 
WE NEED THE POWER 
SOURCE FROM THE 
NAUTILUS, BUT NO 
ONE KNOWS 
WHERE IT |S. 


IN A LONELY CORNER OF 
THE STRANGE PARALLEL 
WORLP WHERE EGON /3 | 
TRAPPEL, HE CONTEMPLATES | : 


HIS S) TLIA ot als 


: WORLDS WITH- 
IN WORLDS, LIKE CHAM-— 
| BERS IN THE UNIVERSE, 
| TO CREATE A DOOR 

WHERE NONE EXISTS !S 
THE KEY. HOW DID OUR 
STRANGE ADVERSAR- 
1ES UNLOCK THE DI- 


} MENSIONAL GATE? ou 


THEY STOLE 


WINSTON 
YOU'RE 
SAFE! OR 
ARE YOUZ 


THEY WERE ONCE MY ASSIS- 
EGON, THIS IS TANTS IN THE WORLD OF your % 
Sie. oe ie FUTURE, BUT MY IGNORANCE 
' Paibiee OF THE POWERS OF HUMAN DE- 
‘ CEPTION LEFT ME AT THEIR 
MERCY, OR LACK OF IT. THEY 
LEARNED MY SECRETS AND 
THEN FLED DOWN 
THE TIME LINE ¢ 
TO YOUR ERA, 
AFTER DISPOS- 
ING OF ME, 


ONLY THE SECRET RE- 
GENERATIVE POWERS OF MY 
KIND PRESERVED ME, BUT 
NOW I HAVE TO TRACK THEM 
DOWN AND RECAPTURE 

THEM AND MY DEVICES BE- 

FORE THEY CAN WRECK 
YOUR ERA BEYOND REPAIR, 
I CANNOT FAIL- 


BUT you 
THATS OBVIOUSLY 


A SWITCHL 
HOW DOES HE 
KNOW ABOUT OUR 

ADVERSARIES? 


SURVIVED, 


I'M GLAD You were YY I WISH IT HAD, BUT L 
ABLE TO ARRIVE IN- | HAO TO GET MYSELF OUT : 
TIME, SO TO SPEAK. OF THE JAM I WAG IN. ( WHAT'S 


| WHICH REMINPS ME ff PETER'S BACK GUARD- | THAT? I THINK WE 


| OF AN EXPERIMENT 


| I MADE, WINSTON / 


PACK APPEAR 
WHEN you 
NEEDED IT 


ING THE FIREHOUSE AND, 
COME TO THINK OF IT, HE 
HAD A PROTON PACK 
WHEN WE FOUND HIM, 
AND HE MENTIONED’ 
SOMETHING ABOUT 
IT_APPEARING IN 


SHOULD LOOK INTO 
INVESTING IN SEMI- 
CONDUCTOR LASERS. 
IN TWO YEARS THEY'LL 
REVOLUTIONIZE THE 
INDUSTRY AND MAKE 
HELIUM-NEON LASERS 


THE NICK OF TIME. OBSOLETE, THE JAP- 
ANESE HAVE SPENT 
$150 MILLION IN DE- 
VELOPING THE TECH- 
NOLOGY, AND WHILE 
WE CAN’T HOPE TO 
CATCH UP ANY TIME 
SOON, UNDPERSTAND- 
ING THE APPLICATIONS 
COULD BE VERY IM- 
PORTANT. THE ONLY 
THING THAT GAS LA- 
SERS WILL STILL BE 
GOOD FOR |S HOLO- 
RAMS. BUT THE 


I PROMISE MYSELF 
I. WON’T GET HIP-DEEFP IN 
ANOTHER EGON LECTURE 
THAT I'VE BEEN SERIES, BUT EVERY TIME TI y 
>> THINKING ABOUT. OPEN MY MOUTH I BUY € 


ys Wn : 
4 eae | Nas A TICKET! 


EXCELLENT! 

NOW, WHEN WE FIND 
RAY I CAN ASK HIM 
ABOUT THAT ANP ALSO 

ABOUT SOMETHING 

ELSE IMPORTANT 


Mz IEANWHILE, THE SEARCH 

FOR RAY ETANTEZ HAS BE- 
GUN ON THE MYSTERIOUS 
PARALLEL EARTH--- 


WHILE THIS IS 
STILL THE SAME 
WORLD, IT IS FAR 
FROM THE POINTS | « 


WHERE EITHER OF YOU! 
WERE, THE COORDI- 
NATES OF RAYMOND'S 

PASSAGE PUT 
HIM IN THIS AREA, 


SINCE I'M USING THE 
DEVICE THAT TRANSPORT- 
| ED HIM HERE, [T'S TUNED 
TO HIS PHYSICAL PRES- 
. -ENCE, NO MATTER THE 
TRANSMOGRAPHICATION 
IT MAY HAVE UNDER- 
; GONE. 


\F--- SOME- 
THING HAD HAP- 
| PENED TO HIM, 
| WOULD YOUR 
MECHANISM 
STILL... 


UNFORTUNATELY 
MY SPECIAL LOCATOR 
HAS NO READINGS OF 
HIM HERE, NOW, EVEN IF 
HE HAD FOUND SOME SORT 
OF SURFACE TRANS- 
PORTATION, THERE 
WOULD STILL BEA 
LINGERING READING. 


| THE TRIO SPLITS UPTO 


SEARCH. EGON ANP WINSTON 


| ARE LUINWILLING TO TUST 
GIVE UP WITHOUT LUNDER- 

| STANPING WHAT RAY HAD 
BEEN THRUST INTO 


AFRAID I 
UNDERSTAND 
THAT, BUT IT'LL FEEL 
BETTER IF WEAT 

LEAST LOOK 
AROUND, 


IF WINSTON DIDN‘T 
GET A PROTON PACK 
AND PETER DID, THEN 
RAY SHOULD HAVE, TOO. 
I HAVE TO BELIEVE 
THAT. WE'VE BEEN 
TFHROLUGH TOO 
MUCH TOGETHER- 


HELLOS 
YONEL 


AN 
THIS ISN’T LIKE 
THE PARALLEL 
NEW YORK, IT’S ONLY 
BEEN ABANDONED 
RECENTLY--VERY 
RECENTLY. 


RAY |S PRETTY 
| RESOURCEFUL, HE 
MUST HAVE FOUND 


BY ADJUSTING THE WAVE-— 
LENGTH I CAN PETECT THAT 
SOMETHING DEPARTEP QUITE 
RECENTLY IN A DIRECTION MY 

INSTRUMENTS CAN’T TRACE, 

I'D BEEN LOOKING FOR THE 

WRONG SIGNG- 


HILL OVER 
THERE 


OR SOMETHING GOT AWAY 
WITH HIM, AFTER I SAW THE 
EIGHTH ONE OF THESE TI FIGURED OUT 
WHAT BUGGED ME ABOUT THEM. ITS 
NOT THAT THE KIDS CAN‘T DRAW-— 
THEY ALL DREW THE SAME THINGS. 


RN ho 


|) SOMEWHERE (N THE THIS IS THE LOCALE, \ 
| WILES OF THE COAST OF BUT WELL HAVE TO 
| SOUTHERN CAL/FORN Acree | FIND A WAY TO GET 
as | UNDERGROUND 
Q \ | To THE 
GROTTO. 


7 RAUB 


IF WE VO 
ENOUGH PROBING 
WITH OUR INSTRUMENTS, 
WE SHOULD BE ABLE TO 
GENERATE A SCHE- 
MATIC OF THE 


THERE'S A GATHERING 

OVER THERE. IT ALMOST 
LOOKS LIKE A 

CELEBRATION. 


IT'S CLOSE 


TO WHERE WE HAVE 

TO SEARCH FOR THE 

UNDERGROUND DRY- 
DOCK OF THE 
NAUTILUS, 


GREETINGS! 
WE’RE ALWAYS 
HAPPY TO HAVE 

NEW MEMBERS, 

ESPECIALLY 

YOUNG 


BuT IT 
DOESN’T 
MATTER, 


THE MOosT 
THAT ANYONE 
IN THIS CENTURY 
CAN PROVE TO BE 
IS AN ANNOYANCE, 


PARTICULARLY WITH 
THE GHOSTBUSTERS 
OUT OF THE WAY- 


TONIGHT IS THE 

G7th TIME. I’‘VE BEEN 
CERTAIN THAT THE SPACE 
BROTHERS WILL APPEAR 


LY WOES. 


x=’M a 
SURE THAT 
THE OTHER GG 
TIMES WERE MIS- 
CALCULATIONS OF 
MY TRANSLATIONS OF 
THE BOOKS THE 
SPACE BROTHERS 
DICTATE TO ME 
UNDER HYP- | : 3 
NOSIS. { it's HOTOR I'M NOT 
THE ARCHANGEL 
ROMAN CANDLE. 


I NEVER sAwW }\ BUT EARTH DOESN’T 
ANYTHING DESCENDANTS | ENCOUNTER ALIEN LIFE 
ABOUT HER |} EXPLINGED ALL ]| FOR ANOTHER 200 YEARS 
IN THE ff KNOWLEDGE OF BECAUSE THIS WORLD’ 
HISTORY J\ HER FROM THE / IS IN SUCH A REMOTE. 
TAPES. . RECORDS- f SECTOR OF THE 
" / I KNOW LT GALAXY- 
WOULD, f / 


HURRY AND LIGHT ME BACK 
uP LI WANT TO BE SURE 
THAT THE SPACE BROTHERS 
RECOGNIZE ME AS THE 
WOMAN OF THEIR 
SPACE PREAMS! 


21. More Ghostbusting action next week! 


It's Ranitic ae chsetly and 
what's more, it’s a true tale of terror! 


n recent years, 
a disused 
aerodrome in 
a remote part 

of East Anglia 
: AG been used as a base 


oe for students taking courses 


inthe building trade. Asa 


~< Royal Air Force aerodrome 
it survived two world wars 
| = but although there have 

>. been no aircraft there for 


~_ almost fifty years, the spir- 
‘its of those terrible times 
live-on. 

A film team visited the 
aerodrome to make a 
‘training film, but from the 
first day, their work was 
hampered by a series of 
frightening and  ‘un- 
explainable incidents. A 


studio lamp narrowly mis- ~ 


sed a member of the crew 
“when, for no apparent 
reason, it fell towards him, 
and the next day another 
man was frightened out of 
“his wits when he visited 
the old squash courts that 
stood behind the officers’ 


mess. He was knocking a 


ball around by _ himself 
when he heard footsteps 


ee 0 ee 


Dare you read on? 


behind him in the specta- 
tors’ gallery, followed by a 


heavy sigh. He turned to | 


see a man dressed in RAF 


“uniform, who stared at 


him for a few more 
moments before vanishing 
into thin air! 

The terrified man returned 
to the courts later, this 
time bringing another 
member of the crew with 
him. They left a tape 
recorder playing in the 
empty courts and locked 
the door behindthem. _ 
When they played back 
the tape later on they 
were amazed to_ hear 
noises that sounded 
uncannily like a busy air- 
craft hangar in wartime — 
creepier still was a ghastly, 
ghostly groaning! A 
seance was held at the 
aerodrome where the 
medium began to speak in 
the voice of a man named 
Wiley, who was later iden- 
tified as an airman who 
had killed himself there 
during the last war. 
Hearing about the events, 
the BBC decided to investi- 


tH a G4 ee 


gate, and took two lead- 
ing spiritualists to the 
aerodrome. In a trance, 
one of the spiritualists 
contacted another dead 
airman, and was later able 
to shed some light on the 
strange occurences at the 
site. He explained that 
there were three airmen 
who had all been keen 
squash players, and had 
made a pact that if any- 
thing should happen to 
them they would all meet 
up in the courts. They had 
all died when their plane 
crashed and the reason 
they were haunting the 
aerodrome was that they 
didn’t actually realise they 


had been killed, and were 


trying to contact people 
because they needed help. 

The = spiritualists  per- 
formed a simple exorcism 
and the poor airmen were 
finally able to rest in 
peace, unaware of the 
fear they had caused the 
living in their desperate 


search for help. rl 


ae tH ri 


JUST LOOKY AT THIS 
HORRIBLE- DRIBBLE 
SMELLY OLD 


.. THIS IS TUST SLIMER'S 
FAVE RAVE PLACE TO HANG 
OUT! SLIMER TUST LiRV 
IT! ITTY REMIND ME OF 
HOME SWEET, HOME ! 


ITTY GOT ROTTEN RATS! 
MELLY OLD FOOD! YUCKY 
SLIME! NASTY NIFFS! GOOEY GUNK! 
ITTY COLD'N'DARK! ITTY OLD AND 
FALLING TO BITS'N' PIECES! YUP... 


ADVERTISEMENT 


FAR AWAY ON THE PLANET 
a BUBBLE -ACTICA, SOMETHINGS 


BUBBLING UNDER 


HIS MISSION IS TO BRING THE 
MOST EXCITING TASTING DRINK 
DOWN TO EARTH 


ve ws 
«10 BY GUM HES MADE /T! 
(AND THE BAND PLAYED OK) 


AT THE DOUBLE ¢ 


EUEBLEGUM DRINK 
OUT OF THIS WORLD! 


